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More then aSpinfter,vnlcffe the bookifliThcorique, 
Wherein the toged Confute can propofe 
As mafterly as he r meere prattle without praftife,* 

Is all his fouldicr-fluppc : but he fir had theele&ion. 

And I, of whom his eyes had feene the proofc. 

At Rhodes , at Ctpres y and on other grounds, 

Chriftian and Heathen, mull be led,and calm’d. 

By Debitor and Creditor,this Councer-cafter 2 
He in good cimr,rnufthis Lciutcnambe, 

And I ? God blefle themarke f hi$ VVoiflfips Ancient. 

Rod . By hcauen I rather would haue bin his hangman* 
la. But there’s no remedy, 

Tis the curfc of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affe&ion. 

Not by the olde gradation,wherc each fcconci 
Stood heirctothefirft: 

Now fir bciudge yourfelfe, 

Whether I,in any iuft tearmc am alfignd 
to lone the Moore. 

Rod . I would not follow him then# 

A?- O fir,con:ent you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him^ \ 

We cannot be a l mafters,nor all mailers 
Cannot be truely followed, you fhall marke* 

Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue. 

That doting on his owne obfequious bondage, 

Wearer out his time much like his mailers Afle, 
Fornoughe but p.roucnder,and when hcc’s old cafhierd. 
Whip inee fuch honeft knaues : 

Others there a 1 e,vvho trimd in formes. 

And viflages of duty 3 kecpe yet their hearts. 

Attending on themfelue3,and throwing 
But fhewes of fcruicc on their Lords, 

Doe well thriue by ’em, 

And when they haue lin’d their coatcs. 

Doe themfclues homage, 

Thofe fcilowcs. haue fomefoule,. 
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the c CA4 oore ^Venice. 

And fuch a one doe I profeffe my felfe, — for fir. 

It is as fure as you arc Roderig . >, 

Were I the Moorc,I would not be Ingot 
In following him,I follow but my fclfe. 

Hcaucn bmy iudge,not I, 

For loue and duty", but Teeming fo, 

For my peculiar end. 

For when my outward a ft! on does demonftrate 
The natiue aft, and figure ofrny heart. 

In complement externc.tis not Ion" after. 

But I will weare my heart vpon my flecuc, 

ForDoucs topecke at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the chicklips owe 
Ifhe can carry’et thus ? * 

/<*. Callvp her father, 

Rowfc him,tmke after him,poyfon his delight, 
Proclaime him in the ftreete,inccnfe her Kinfmen.' 
A«d tho he in a fo tile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes .• tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes ofvexa lion out. 

As it may loofe fomc colour. 

Rod Here is her fathers houfc, He call aloud.' 
la. Doe with like timerou s accent, and dire veil. 

As _when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpieci in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho Brahmtio,Sc\^ u ot BrabantioJtiO. 
la. Awake, what ho firabantio, 
Thecues,theeues,cheeues .• 

Brabantio at a window, 

VVhat ’ s tilc rear ° n terrible fummons ? 
What is the matter there ? s r 

Rod. Seignior, is aU yourfamily within? 

U, Arc alldoorelockts? 

B? 



